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ASK I 


Ten Typical Questions 


What kind of a bonus sys- 
tem can I install to get 
greater efficiency from my 
truck drivers? 

Will it pay me to buy add- 
ing machines for use in 
my wholesale hardware 
business? 


What are the different 
kinds of sprinklers and 
how do they affect in- 
surance rates? 


Will a furnace regulator 
reduce my coal consump- 
tion this winter? 

The masons are on strike 
here. How canI make a 
Necessary addition to my 
factory? 

Is the individual drive 
more economical than the 
larger power unit in a 
large machine shop? 

In view of the high price ot 
coal, should I install an oil 
burner under my boilers? 

What is the best kind of 
roofing for my summer 
camp in Canada? 

Can paint intended for in- 
terior work be used for 
porch floors? 

Would it pay me to install 
my own water pump and 
electric lighting system at 
my home, located ten 
miles from the city? 
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The Jellyjumper Marriage Mystery 
Fifth of the Series of Yellowish Mysteries 


By Ge.etr BurceEss 


Author of “ Are You a Bromide?”’, “Goops and How to Be Them,” “Love in a Hurry,” “ Ain’t Angie Awful!” Etc. 


Cuapter I. 


Wanted: A Bride 


OW all this, my little friends, was after the 
kidnaping of Mrs. Van Poop’s prize Port- 
uguese Poodle, Flipflap III, which Ferret 
had so cleverly traced to the machinations 
of the Pedigreed Sausage Company. It 

was after the recovery and reconnection of the Governor 
of Michisota’s great toe, which the Albino detective had 
discovered alone, and almost starving, in the Museum 
of the Hysterical Historical Society. And it was just 
before New York was flooded with wooden money by 
a master gang of bargain counterfeiters, foiled by the 
man with the wonderful pink eyes. So now you know 
when it was, and there is a great load off your mind. 
But what was it? This is the probloid. 

Ferret (who always did look like a farmer), was now 
in the hay day of his career. To be sure he was mar- 
ried, but otherwise he was quite healthy, thank you 
kindly. One final achievement and he could retire to 
Los Angeles and gaze at Movie Queens every day, free. 

He was busy, one morning, counting the holes in 


his socks, when the telephone bell stopped the score 
at No. 9%. 

“Is this Ferret?—Ferret of the freak face?” asked a 
tall, dark complected voice. ‘“‘In which case I want 
you to find my fiancée. We are to be married at four 
o’clock, if you succeed. Otherwise I shall have to marry 
her mother.” 

“Who, in fact, are you?” Ferret sternly asked of 
the transmitter. 

But it was the receiver who answered. “I am John 
Jellyjumper of No. 1342--~-but my address is confidential. 
I'll tell you when I see you. Geta taxi and come at once. 
You needn’t pay the chauffeur—we have a rear exit.” 

And so ten minutes later, Ferret found himself in a 
beautiful kiss-colored reception room, the pictures on 
whose walls showed that though the owner hadn’t 
many old masters, he had lots of old mistresses. Mr. 
Ferret was sadly regretting that in his haste he had 
forgotten to put on his shoes, when Mr. J. entered. He 
looked like a chronic alum-eater; and when he said 
anything with a “b” in it, his mouth completely van- 
ished. And so many things do have a “b” in it—like 
Hive, for instance! 





“My future widow,” said 
he, through the facial but- 
tonhole, “disappeared from 
her room this morning just 
after eight, just after she ate 
her breakfast. She had just 
received a mysterious letter.” 

“Tt must have been ‘Y,’ 
then,” said Ferret eagerly, 
“of all letters I have found 
that the most mysterious.” 

Mr. Jellyjumper didn’t 
quite agree. He had always, 
being rather susceptible, been 
more affected by I’s. “Here 
is the envelope in which the 
letter, when it was inside, 
was in it. The maid heard it 
fall, and entered the room— 
but lo, Myrtle was invisible 
to the naked eye.” 

“Myrtle,” mused Ferret, 
“T used to have a pet flea 
named Myrtle.” 

He examined the envelope 
carefully—smelt it, tasted it, 
listened, and finally turned it 
inside out. But alas, there was no trace of Myrtle. He 
turned it inside out, and then outside in—he looked un- 
der the stamp. No. Indubitably Myrtle was not there. 

“You loved her?” he asked, concealing his feet for 
the nth time behind his calves. 

“Thoroughly,” replied the ambitious bridegroom. 

“Then we must look at the post-mark. Ha! I 
thought so—New York! Mr. Jellyjumper, your bride 
is in Manhattan. It only remains to fine her.” 
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Cuapter II 
Ferret Psychologizes 


F,XHAUSTED by his efforts of the morning, Ferret 
went home and slept heavily for several hours. 
When he woke up he knew by the aroma of cabbage in 
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the air, atmosphere, nostrils 
and vicinity that it was noon 
o’clock. 

Long he lay on his horse- 
hair couch in a_ peaceful 
semi-comatose state. He 
was wondering what to do, if 
anything. Finally something 
occurred to him. A more 
experienced thinker would 
have recognized it instantly 
as a thought. But to Ferret, 
unaccustomed to such psy- 
chic phenomena, it was only 
a vague, far away misty 
something, like a sort of 
second cousin to a headache 
in the backyard of his brain. 
Often, indeed, he had mis- 
taken this mysterious cer- 
ebral activity for his suspend- 
ers giving way, or some such 
mortifying symptom. 

The name of his thought 
was: Investigate Myrtle’s 
room. 

He would look under her 
mattress for her—nobody had thought of that. Per- 
haps he would rip up the carpet and find her skelling- 
ton weltering beneath. There might be blood on the 
ceiling, or a wisp of human hair in the water pitcher. 
Perhaps at breakfast some p brat cheese had bitten 
her, driving her mad; or a wild oyster, frenzied and 
desperate, had crawled down her throat, laid his cold 
clammy stomach against her epiglottis, and wept there, 
tillshe died. Butthis was almost too good luck. But at 
any rate he would find something. He hoped it would 
be good to eat. 

Cuarter III. 


In Myrtle’s Very Room 


sure enough, he did find something. 
why write the story? 

He had finished examin- 
ing the air outside her win- 
dow to ascertain if she had 
jumped through it; he had 
gone through her bureau 
drawers and inspected all 
her revolvers, hat pins and 
other deadly weapons; he 
had seen that her purse was 
not loaded. He was about 
to give it all up, when he 
noticed on the floor, a scrap 
of paper shaped like a patch 
in a Patagonian’s pants. 
On it he read: 
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. you must come at 
once or .. . last chance. 
You love... be happy. 
$89.98 will . . . never re- 
gret it. 

So Myrtle had indeed 


elopen! Ferret took up the 
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“ny Luck, Miss?” 
“On, ves! 


telephone to notify Mr. Jellyjumper. Breaking bad 
news, however, is almost as disagreeable as breaking a 
bad egg. The Albinodetective hesitooted .. . 

Came a strange,sound in the room. (Shakespeare.) 
It was like the corpse of an old maid pounding on the 
inside of a coffin—only more so. You know how 
nervous that always makes one feel. Ferret had goose 
eggs all up and down his spine. But, brave as Gen. 
Leonard Wood, he marched to the closet door and threw 
it open wide. 

The closet was filled with Myrtle’s gowns. One 
pale, pink chiffon stirred uneasily on its hook—stirred 
as if heart-broken. 

Ferret got out his magnifying glass. 
a woman with a purple face and 
almost irresistible wrists. 

“Are you Myrtle?” he asked, 
with an appropriate gesture. 

The pink chiffon moaned. “ Ah, 
yes!” 

**So you did not elope?” 

“Ah, no!” 

“Then this 
to you.” 

When at last she was unhanged, 
a lady with sad, bilious eyes con- 
fronted him. Her hair sprawled 
round her face like spaghetti over 
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“Way WAS MY LITTLE BOY SO NAUGHTY, 
WHEN I HAD CoMPANY?” 
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till Ferret produced artificial respiration with a bicycle 
pump. 

“I was standing on a bandbox,” she confessed, 
“reaching for that top shelf. I remember I was trying 
to wonder what was the capital of Montana, when 
something gave way. That hook caught in the back of 
my dress like a fly in a hornpout, and I have been hang- 
ing there on and off—but mainly on—for hours.” 


Cuaprer IV. 
Marrying Myrtle 


AFTER inserting a few safety pins into Myrtle’s 

back, Ferret bore her in triumph and a female 
taxicab to the Goheevian Church 
where John Jellyjumper anxiously 
awaited on alternate feet. He 
wore a rash plaid suit with a deaf- 
ening necktie. 

“My gawd!’’ exclaimed - the 
bridegroom upon perceiving the 
happy woman. “This is not 
Myrtle! It is Myrtle’s mother!” 

“Of the same name,” replied 
‘the would-be bride. 

“No, not the same. They only 
sound alike.” 

“But Myrtle was named after 
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“Well,” said Myrtle Senior, “at any rate it is 
four o’clock.”” She turned to the cringing clergy- 
man. “Officer, do your duty!” And so they were 
married. 

Hardly had they committed matrimony when a 
genuine 20-carat blonde appeared, as if on horse- 
back (but not really, of course), wearing a $90 hat. 

“John! Forgive my tarditude, dear, but I got a 
note from my milliner saying that this hat was re- 
duced. I hurried down to try it on, but they gave 
me only eight hours to decide, and I’ve been working 
hard in front of a mirror ever since. Mother!” 

“Call me that no more,” replied the new-laid 
bride. “Henceforth I am Mrs. Jellyjumper. I’m 
all right, darling, but you are left.” And, seizing her 
amateur husband with a non-skid grip she bore him 
proudly down the deserted aisle. 

Myrtle removed her hat and filled it with tears. 

And as for Ferret the Albinodetective, he said he 
would be jiggered. And he was jiggered; so jiggered 
that he rushed madly off to a Chinese Restaurant 
and committed chop-sueycide. 

(Next week “ The Girl with the Fulgous Hair”) 


Answer Me That 
“Looks like we hain’t produced a writer fer sixty years.” 
“Shore we have. Huh!” 
“Then why don’t the third readers get some new stuff?” 
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The Afternoon Nap 


By Heven Firzceratp SANDERS 


EING nervous and “run down” from overwork, the 
analytical neurologist advised me to take “complete rest, 


relaxation and a napin the afternoon.” Accordingly I lay down 


and elaborately closed my eyes, pitching my con- 
sciousness to the key of rest, and indulging in a 
mental moving picture of sheep jumping over a stile, 
with the net result that: 

The telephone rang, and when I vaulted precipi- 
tately down-stairs, Central said in phonographic tones: 
“The party who called you has left the line.” 

The family dog, who when he is in desires to be 
out, and when he is out desires to be in, being out, 
whined stridently to get in. 

The grocery boy arrived with the C. O. D. order. 

The baby began to play with the new train of cars. 

The laundry man appeared with the clothes, most 
of which were missing. 

A friend called up to find out how I was feeling and 
to ask if I had heard of the advance in the price of 
butter and eggs. 

The postman came with the bills and two circulars. 

An irrepressible agent descended upon me, elo- 
quently acclaiming the manifold virtues of a prepar- 
ation to be used as shoe polish, cleaner for rugs and 
chiffon, an ointment for burns, bruises, colds on the 
chest, for washing windows and shining silver or stop- 
ping nose bleed, etc., etc. 

The children came home from school. 

Then, being much refreshed, I arose and cheerfully 
resumed the duties of the day. 


Rare Treat 
The rare perfume of oil of rose 
Is very nice, 
And held in high esteem by those 
Who have the price. 


To class with them I don’t presume. 
My spirit begs 

But to inhale the rare perfume 
Of ham and eggs. 
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The Place of Rest 


By Watt Mason 


Illustration by Ratpu BARTON 


CANNOT find it, east or west, the place where weary 

souls may rest, from all annoyance free; I’ve searched for 

it throughout the land, on mountain peak, on desert 

sand, and by the sobbing sea. I'd like to find some shel- 

tered nook where one might sit and read a book, or play 
the ouija board, and hear no rude, discordant yawps, and hear 
no man discuss the crops, or brag about his ford. 

But I have failed to find a haunt to which a weary gent might 
jaunt, and be secure and safe, from agents with their cheapjohn 
wares, from tourists with their kodak snares, from bores who 
grieve and chafe. 

Last year I went to Estes Park and climbed the mountain, 
stern and dark, and sat upon its brow; and then I said, “‘The 
rubbernecks can’t trail me here, my soul to vex, they can’t sur- 
round me now. Alone upon this mountain peak, where only 
bughouse eagles shriek, I cast all care away; remote from cities 
and their din, from tourists in their cars of tin, I may enjoy 
my day.” 

And then I heard a near-by sound, and I beheld, on looking 
round, an agent, with his bag; he had a six-foot shelf of books, 
and I collapsed, and cried, ‘‘Gadzooks!” and tumbled off a crag. 

I fell a mile before I lit upon a pile of rocks and grit, hard by 
the mountain wall; -and all the while the kodak fans, and other 
snap-shot also-rans took pictures of my fall. 


This year I said, ‘“I’ll seek the shore, and there, where large 
wet billows roar, find solitude and peace; there by the ocean 
wild and wide I’ll sit and watch the mighty tide, and dream of 
ancient Greece.” 

This morn I journeyed to the sea, where all the well-known 
billows be, and sat me down to dream; but ere I’d dreamed a 
single word, above the breakers’ din I heard a wild despairing 
scream. A dame was drowning close at hand! I threw my lid 
upon the sand, and plunged into the wave; “although I don’t 
know how to swim,” I muttered, “I will lose a limb, or that 
peach I will save.” 

I sloshed around among the brine; at last I got her hand in 
mine, and dragged her to the beach; and when she’d gagged 
and gasped a while she turned upon me with a smile, and made 
this little speech: 

“T’ve tried, my friend, to catch your eye, a dozen times, as 
I passed by, but never could succeed; so I embarked in yonder 
punt, and played this little drowning stunt, and it has worked, 
indeed. I’m agent for the works of Scott, the finest line of 
tommyrot man ever put in type; its humor always makes a 
hit; ‘tis full of pathos and of wit, and wisdom rich and ripe. 
You only pay a dollar down—a yen, a rouble or a crown—and 
fifty cents a week; and then these noble tomes are yours, the 
best they are of mental cures, that jaded men can seek.” 





Many a Slip 


By Wirtutam Huse, Jr. 


ISS ARBELIA DEVINE 
M was a maiden lady on the 

darker side of forty, and 
resigned to it. She lived in a neat 
little green-shuttered white house 
which she had inherited, along 
with most of her ideas, from her 
father. The late Mr. Devine was 
a positive, dynamic sort of person 
who shouldered his way about the 
world with most supreme self- 
confidence imaginable. Miss Ar- 
belia was rather meek herself, and 
it was only natural for her to wor- 
ship her father for those admirable 
characteristics which she lacked. 
After his death she canonized the 
good man, and anything that 
“father used to do,” in her eyes 
was sacred 

That is how the black bottle 
happened to be on the closet shelf. Miss Arbelia never 
drank. That must be made very clear. She was heart 
and soul for universal Prohibition. But the black 
bottle was a legacy from her father. Mr. Devine 
used to assert that there was nothing like a hot toddy 
for knocking a cold; and so, with admirable foresight 
he always kept the black bottle safely full. If a cold 
was a long time coming, he took a hot toddy anyway, 
as a precautionary measure. 

He administered the toddy treatment to Miss Arbelia 
whenever she caught cold; and since she always recov- 
ered, she concluded that father must be right about 
that as he was about everything else. The black bottle 
was nearly full when he died, and as Miss Arbelia was 
very healthy, several years after his death, it still held 
at least a pint 

Then came the great drought. Miss Arbelia rememe 
bered the bottle and considered that devotion to her 
father’s memory demanded that she have it filled. The 
grocer obligingly attended to it for her. 

Miss Arbelia had not the suspicion of a cold all the 
following winter and the bottle reposed forgotten on the 
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pantry shelf until one rainy morn- 
ing in June. A passing stranger 
—a pleasant, middle-aged gentle- 
man—slipped on a muddy spot in 
front of her gate and fell, spraining 
his ankle quite severely. Some 
passersby brought him into Miss 
Arbelia’s to wait while they called 
a taxi; and she—compassionate 
soul—noting that he seemed on 
the verge of fainting from pain, 
thought of the black bottle. 

Like a flash she whisked into 
the dining-room for a cup, then 
into the pantry for the bottle. She 
poured a cupful for the stranger. 
It was remarkable how quickly 
he revived after the first sip. He 
was quite himself when the taxi 
came, having had another half 
cupful to strengthen him for the 
ordeal of getting out to the car. 

But the strangest part of this 
incident was its sequel. The next 
day no less than forty men slipped and sprained their 
ankles at Miss Arbelia’s gate. 


Blooey! 
By La Toucne Hancock 
‘T8 sky is just as blue today 
As when I used to meet her; 
No flowering bud of jocund May 
Was more unspoiled or sweeter. 
And she is just as fair, they say— 
Would that her heart was truer!— 
‘The sky is just as blue today, 
But I’m a great deal bluer! 


Trade Competition 

‘*]’ve given up spiritualism.” 

‘*Why so?” 

‘*Well, the ot her day I consulted a medium and she told me 
to put no faith in ouija boards.” 

‘*Ves?” 

‘* And then I cons ilted my ouija board and it told me to put 
no faith in mediums.” 
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Jazz 


By H. M. SutHertanp 

JAZZ is music gone Bolsheviki 

and sadly in need of the ser- 
vices of an eminent alienist before 
it breaks up all of the musical in- 
struments in the world. It is 
played by nervous, double-jointed 
long-winded musicians who wiggle 
like a scared bowl of jelly in a vol- 
canic eruption, and who jump on 
the ivories and strings with the 
same joyous avidity as an old maid 
on a matinee idol. Jazz appeals to 
and charms the sole and causes 
both of them to forget all family 
responsibilities and duties. Lovers 











. th of music should enjoy jazz because 
| Drawn by Pauw Rety : t it has the same notes and tunes, 
: Rossers’ Dens only it turns all of them loose at 
: Past and Present once. It sounds like across between 
a wagon-load of tin cans ona cobble- 

The Friend] y Few stone alley, and a raw decision at the crucial game of a World 


Series, and its only redeeming feature is its speed, which makes it 


By Cuartes Hanson Towne : is - niche : ee 
. an utter impossibility for some faded illusion with a voice like a 


[? rather have the friendly few despondent side-show barker, who thinks she can sing and can’t 
Around me any day > sing, and ought to be in Sing-Sing, to send a message of woe and 
Than crowds that shut true comrades out, suffering to the planet Mars. But so fast is the jazzy contagion 
And put the soul at bay. spreading that even the baby’s nightly wails have a “shimmy” 
There’s nothing like the friendly few minor chord, and there is hardly a doubt that a negro orchestra 
To help us on our way. will soon be substituted for the imposing pipe organ in church, 


and the old sacred hymns take on such a rakish air that the 
sedate deacons will do an approved Terpsichorean ‘cheek-to- 
cheek” with the collection plates while the sermon will be de- 
livered by an interpretive dancer who depicts the joys of Val- 
halla and the tortures of Gehenna with supple spinal chord, and 
abandoned delirium. Let her go Charlie! 


I like the few who really last, 
Far more, as I grow older. 

There’s nothing in this “Hello, John!” 
With loud slaps on the shoulder. 

I’d turn and glare at such-like fools 


| If only I were bolder. 
) The friendly few make life worth while A Sufficient Excuse 
: As twilight comes apace. “Meicy sakes, my boy!” chided the Presiding Elder. “Why 
You can’t expect a big return are you striking your little brother with your fists?” 
| From every fetlow’s face. “B’cuz if I stop to hunt the ax he’ll get away, gosh-blast him 
And when the evening settles down, to thunder!” yelled young Bearcat Johnson, of Rumpus 
How few are in the race! Ridge, Ark. 


The friendly few! Keep them with you 
As years rush on, my lad! 

Be thankful for one faithful chum 
To make your old heart glad. 

And, when | think of it, that’s all 
That any man has had! 





Dated Up 
“No, I cannot accept your invitation. 
I'll be too busy for the next two months.” 
“Why?’’ 
“T’ve got to catch up on those con- 
tinued stories in the magazines which 
were delayed by the paper shortage.” 


Have You Noticed This? 
Jones—I see where the price on cocoa- 
nuts has been fixed at thirty-eight cents. 
Smith—That’s too bad! I hate to pay Drawn by Norman Antony 
$1.25 for cocoanuts. Wuen Our Interior Decorators Go tn FoR AuTOMoBILE DESIGNING 
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“Don’t YOU THINK WE OUGHT TO INTERFERE BEFORE 
THAT POOR HICK LOSES HIS BANKROLL?” 

“INTERFERE NOTHING! I BOARDED WITH THAT ‘ POOR 
Hick’ LAST SUMMER.” 


An Immodest Suggestion 
Attention! Candidates for President 
By H. W. Davis 
N all the history of our blessed country there never was a 
time when the public’s interest in ladies’ underwear was so 
high as it now is. 
All is lingerie. 
Newspapers are at least one-third camisole, teddy-bear, 
teddy-bocker, combination suit, and silk vest. A modern 
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She—Sucu A LOVING COUPLE, DID YOU HEAR HIM CALL HER “HIS DOVE”? 
He—YEs, 11T’3 A WONDER HE WOULDN’T MAKE HER TURN OUT HER TOES. 
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musical comedy is ninety per cent. chemise; and no bedroor 
drama—and all others are negligible—is complete without at 
least one pair of unmentionables continually in the limelight or 
some innocent boob’s overcoat pocket. 

The filmy finery has even wormed its way into a command- 
ing place in that most sacred bulwark of our civilization, the 
home. What is home without mother and the girls in a mad 
scramble to finish up the season’s Teddies? Socks go undarned, 
shirts go buttonless, pants go unpatched—but silk underwear 
goes on forever. 

Therefore, if we were a candidate for president—which 
Heaven forbid—we’d have a lingerie plank in our platform, or 
bust. We'd pledge our meck self with impunity and without 
reservation to at least four complete outfits of the lovely silky 
stuff for every lady in the land. 

What matters the League of Nations or the price of things? 
What matters Mexico or prohibition? What matters anything 
but underwear? 

“Give us lingerie or give us nothing!” 

There’s a slogan that will fetch ’em out to vote. 


The Third Generation 


By Katuerine NEGLEY 


Grandmother: 
Carded wool and spun flax. 
Washed, ironed, baked, cooked, swept, dusted and sewed. 
Milked, churned, made soap, jellies and pickles, cleaned 
house and cooked for farm hands in harvest. 
Cared for the kitchen garden. 
Brought thirteen children into 
the world and looked after them. 
Never was sick in her life. 
Died at eighty seven. 


Granddaughter: 

Lives in one story-bungalow. 

Has Jap to care for lawn in 
front of house and rose garden in 
back. 

Has vacuum sweeper, electric 
washer, electric iron, electric sew- 
ing machine and fireless cooker. 

Buys canned goods and deli- 
catessen food. 

Keeps a house maid, has a 
woman come in one day each week 
to do the heavy work, and has her 
clothes made. 

Has to go to sanitarium after 
nursing her only child through 
teething. 

Nervous wreck at forty. 


Different 

Mrs. Lowbrow—What kind of 
people are they? 

Mrs. Highbrow—I hear they 
used to allow a quadruped of por- 
cine extraction to browse in the 
most resplendent apartment in 
their domicile. 

Mrs. Lowbrow—I’'m so relieved. 
Some horrid women were saying 
that they used to keep the pig in 
the parlor. 
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A Ballade of Conviction 


By Caroiyn WELLS 


|™ told I wield a facile pen, 
They say I have a pretty wit; 
My audience applauds me when 
I make a joke or clever skit. 
I’m caustic, I acknowledge it, 
And sometimes I may knock or roast things, 
But, as Ford said, I will admit ‘ 
That I am ignorant of most things. 


Sitting complacent in my den, 

I read strange tales, by masters writ; 
Their matter is beyond my pen, 

I shake my head, my brows I knit. 
Thovgh I’ve my share of nerve and grit, 

I can’t believe in spooks and ghost-things; 
I’ve never seen weird shadows flit, 

Oh, I am ignorant of most things. 


It fills me with despair; and then 
I hie me to my writing kit, 
But though I try and try again, 
I can’t with Highbrows make a hit. 
I like, of afternoons, to sit 
And gossip o’er the tea and toast things; 
But can’t with pride myself acquit 
For I am ignorant of most things. 
L’Envoi! 
Ford, you have jawed me quite a bit; 
I'll say there are, from coast to coast, things 


On which to comment I’m not fit; 
Yes, I am ignorant of most things! 


Tee-He! 
Wife—Did you ask Mr. Gumpers to play golf with me this 
morning? 
Husband—Yes. Iam going to play him for real money this 
afternoon, and I know I can beat him after he has been playing 
with you. 
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The Batefulness of Gossip 
By Tom P. Morcan 


“TT OOSE talk is a powerful dangerous thing,” philo- 

sophically said a citizen of Sandy .Mush, Ark. 
“Somebody that ort to kave been in better business 
told Hamp Slathers they’d heered it whispered that his 
brother-in-law, Bud Rubb, had a bottle of good licker 
hid out, and it happened that at about the same 
time somebody else let Bud know they understood 
Hamp had a vial of fine old rye stuck away some’rs. 
And then, sorter for good measure, they hinted to the 
rest of us that both of ’em had the vile stufi secreted 
as aforesaid. 

“Well, them two gents Hamp and Bud, although 
nacher’ly hating each other like such kin are bound 
to, kept hanging about each other continual, a-licking 
of their mouths and insinuating. Next thing, one 
of em asked the other what in jamfire he was linger- 
ing around for if he didn’t aim to do the right thing, 
and the other answered, that that was presizely 
what he wanted to by-gosh know, himself. Directly 
they began to remark about liars and such like, and 
then torein. I’veseed some right lively anecdotes 
in my time, but I never had the pleasure of witnessing any- 
thing equal to the ferocity with which them gents battled. 1 
reckon if a passel of us fellers, that had been sorter watching 
‘em night and day since we first heered the rumor about the 
bottles, hadn’t been on hand to rescue ’em they’d have plumb 
demolished each other.” 





No Use 
Visitor—So you’ve got another baby at your house? 
Willie (whose father is a politician)—Yes; in spite of the 
referendum that we kids held against it, too. 
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Bent Light, Home Brew and a ‘‘Chink’’ 


By BenjJAMIN DE CASSERES 


Where Are We At? 
G* morning,” said my wife, coming out of her bent-dream 


sleep; “how do you feel, dearie?” 

**Oh, just relative,” I yawned. 

Drat that fellow Einstein! He’s got me. He hasn’t left a 
positive certainty in my life. Even my relatives are more so than ever. 

Have I paid my rent this month? Relatively, yes. Positively, I 
don’t know. Am I writing this? Relatively, yes. Are you reading 
it? Relatively, yes. 

How do you know what you are doing? How do you know whom 
you are doing? You think you are going to Chicago? Why, Chicago 
may be coming to you. If there is no space, then how do you know 
you are going up to the forty-second story of the Sandwich Tower? 
If there is no time, then today maybe yesterday. What’s the good of 
saying up for a rainy day if tomorrow is past? 

The Einstein theory and Daisy Ashford bumped us both at once. 
Einstein is the Sir James Barrie of science; Barry is the Einstein of 
literature. Ergo, who struck Billy Patterson? What became of Char- 
ley Ross? Can two parallel jags meet? Am I or ain’t I? 

“Your ice is melting!” shouted a relative neighbor at this junc- 
ture down the relative dumbwaiter, which was relatively motionless. 

“Prove it!” I shouted back. “‘Don’t you know that liquefaction 
of ice is potential, not actual?” 

Near-motion, near-light, near-ice, near-beer. Where will it all 
end? Remember Hamlet’s yawp, “‘O that this too, too solid flesh 
would thaw and resolve itself into a dew!”? Hamlet von Einstein 
has pulled the trick. He has thawed out our flesh and brains, time, 
space and about everything. After answering Hamlet he waltzes off 
with the Mad-Hatter. 

Yes, after reading “Easy Lessons in Einstein,’ by Edwin E. 
Slosson (Harcourt, Brace and Howe), I prefer to think of the great 
Swiss as the Lewis Carroll of science instead of the Barrie of science. 
Doctor Slosson’s book is as fascinating as “Alice in Wonderland.” 
It has the thrill of great magic. 


Some Home-Brew Einstein 


GAIN some one else has beaten me to it. All my life I have post- 
poned writing a book that I thought no other human being 
would ever think of The title of the book was to be “The 

Good Results of Bad Habits.” I must have talked too much about 
it, for here comes a book along by J. Edgar Park (Houghton, Mifflin 
& Co.) called ‘The Bad Results of Good Habits.” ‘This is apparently 
the very opposite of my own title, but it really in the end is the same 
thing, Einsteinically speaking. Whatever you say or think may as 
well be the opposite, for if all parallel lines meet and a straight line 
is really a circle, then black may only be white with an edge on. 
And by Golly! Od Zooks! and Gee Whiz! here is a Puritan pagan, 
a naughty Nietzschean from down home ways, a genuine Back Bay 
immoralist! These little essays go to daring lengths never conceived 
of in the philosophy of Elbert Hubbard and Doctor Crane. 
* There is some fine tabasco in this book, and it may be that Mr. 
Park is the herald of the Big Stick of Personal Liberty. Among 
daring things he has nominated old Jack Falstaff for President! He 


says outright that all ‘‘good” people can go to—oh, well, Terre del 
Fuego; that heaven is no place for regular fellows; that live wires 
are not afraid of the devil; that respectability is so busy watching its 
step that it has forgotten how to dance; that life is a jest, and that if 
you think it is anything more serious the Bogie Man’ll get you—all 
of which I indorse with an hurrah, three slaps on the back and a six 
per cent. twinkle in my eye. A real Book of the Hour, in a way, that 
ought to be in the hands of every American who is sick to the center 
of his Fourth of July soul at the way we are being Prussianized, Rus- 
sianized and burlezoned. 

“Well,” said Old Pop Emerson after a third tankard of Old Musty 
with Nat Hawthorne, “‘If I am the Devil’s child, I will live unto the 
Devil!” Something in that! and we congratulate Mr. Park on hit- 
ting the trail with the Live and Let Livers. 


The Dime-Novel Emotion 


HERE are two things I am ashamed to admit—that I never miss 
the circus and that I revel in detective stories. 
If you have kept the Dime Novel Emotion intact, you are 
still young. 

Remember that John Roach Stratons of those days who used to 
thunder from the pulpit every Sunday that the Youth of America was 
going plumbtoell because of Satan Beadle, Old Nick (alias ‘“‘Cap”) 
Collier and other delectable thrill-chefs: 


Like “Huck” Finn, Billy Shakespeare and Benny Cellini, I never . 


had much use for school. Under my spelling-book, open on my desk, 
there was always a rattling gun-play story or a blood-curdling detec- 
tive serial. 

The pleasures of having your blood curdle in your veins! Blood- 
curdle and goose-flesh are the indelible physical characteristics of 
your real fiction lover. Of course when you were playing intellectual 
hooky in school it was very awkward in the middle of a blood-and- 
thunder page to have your teacher suddenly hurl at you:— 

‘William, spell isosceles.” 

Of course, you couldn’t, William—just at that moment, anyhow. 
Frenzied Frank was in trouble, and what is an isosceles in the aesthetic 
dimension of boyhood? 

Those “‘weeklies” were the “movies” of our golden days. ‘The 
grown-ups read them now—at $2.00 net. Turning to page 151 of 
“The Pointing Man,” by Marjorie Douie (E. P. Dutton & Company), 
I find this old-time line, ““Thy friend is under the hands of devils.” 
I couldn’t resist—the Dime Novel Emotion surged into my nerves; 
I read on and on and on till daylight drove the cats off the back fence. 
It all happened in the Orient, where things still happen (in America 
things only are licensed to take place). 

Mtooh Pah, the Burmese, and Leh Shin, the Chinaman, have a 
little bone to pick, and when they pick bones out there they have a 
regular doggone time of it. ‘The white man who is the Mayor Hylan 
of this Burmese-village has the job of ferreting out in this little feud 
who side-swiped some of the Caucasian lookers-on. Detective work 
and adventure galore, with fakirs and Houdinis run in for good 
measure. 

Moral: Palefaces had better lay off when the Yellow Perils are 
settling an esoteric argument among themselves. 
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GAINST the scenery of Buffalo there projected itself, 
some years ago, the personality of Riggins. Riggins 
wasn’t in fact his name, but it is used here for pur- 
poses of camouflage, and on the theory that there’s 
no such namie in real life. 

Riggins was by way of being a brceker in loca! securities; at 
least that was his ambition unti! he came up against the finan- 
cial magnates. ‘The town had never had a local broker, and the 
magnates apparently didn’t think there was any crying need for 
one. 

The magnates were for the most part elderly men who bad 
made their money in business and graduated into bankers and 
the like. They had scant sympathy for the enthusiasms of 
youth. Their time was spent mostly in combing their whiskers 
with pocket combs, running the affairs of their respective 
churches, and really worshiping at the shrine of seven-per cent. 
first mortgages on improved real estate. 

Riggins dressed nattily, was a quick talker and had a vast 
amount of nervous energy. He was what today would be 
called a hustler. He spent most of his time darting in and out 
of other men’s offices, offering and asking quotations on the local 
treasures. 

One of the magnates was asked what he thought of Rig- 
gins. This magnate had an old-fashioned gift for simile and 
metaphor. 

“Oh, Riggins is all right,” hereplied. “He is the same use 
to the community that a boil is to a man. The man doesn’t 
care much for the boil, but it’s a kind of safety valve for what’s 
in his system.” 


IGGINS and his description are referred to here on 
account of their aproposity to the recent national con- 
ventions. 

(At the present writing the recent conventions haven’t taken 
place, but they will both be recent when this is read. This is be- 
cause one of the boons provided by unionized labor in the 
printing trades is the increase in the elapsed time between the 
pen of the writer and the eye of the reader.) 

The conventions, and particularly the preparatory period 
for them, have let a lot of internal matter come to the surface 
and to the relief of the country at large. 

Being neither a prophet nor the son of a prophet, JupGE 
is unable to make any worthwhile comment on the nomi- 
nees. 

Certain it is that the great advance expenditure in behalf of 


some of- the candidztes has come dangerously near to the ap- 
pearance of buying the nomination. 

Professional politicians and others -vho profit by the 
expenditure of political money are vigorous in claiming 

“ that it is necessary and justifiable to spend money in 
that way. 

The people at large do not believe it. They do not like to 
see the man seeking the office with a wad. If the Republicans 
have chosen one of the spenders, he may find the spending a 
heavy handicap between this and November. 

The Democratic candidates, in spite of Democratic war 
profits, haven’t been so conspicuous in this kind of generosity. 
There have been vague statements about underground influ- 
ences at work for McAdoo, but these influences probably had 
their basis more in administration friendship than in anybody’s 
bank account. Otherwise the Democratic record seems clear 
on this score, and they may be expected to make the most of it 
in the campaign now under way. 


I T is to be hoped that the Republicans, if they have chosen a 

dark horse, have selected one who combines the American- 
ism of a Harding, the business ability of a Lowden, the firmness 
and courage of an Allen or a Coolidge, and the anti-entangle- 
ment prejudice of a Johnson. 

All of these qualities will be required in the man who will 
have to clean up the mess left by the Wilson maladministration 
next March. And then some. Correcting Burleson’s blunders 
is a man’s job by itself. 

The qualities of the Democratic nominee are less important. 
If there is any other wing of the party than the Wilson wing, it 
is heartily to be hoped that the standard-bearer has been 
chosen from the more obscure section. 

At all events the ambitions and aspirations of several deserv- 
ing gentlemen in both parties have now been set at rest. The 
national ball-room is ready. On with the dance. Let joy be 
unconfined. 


if was not to be expected that the retiring Executive would 

have a very lofty opinion of the body that has so thor- 
oughly squelched his ambitions as a would-be world force. Un- 
fortunately his contempt for Congress is based too much on per- 
sonal disappointment to add greatly to the general disesteem for 
the legislative branch. Congress’s main claim to popularity is 
that it has successfully opposed its patriotic obstinacy to the | 
more selfish obstinacy of the President. 
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Scratcher—Goshali—I _under- 
Umson scratched her hus- 


The 
stand Mrs. 
band. 

Hemlock—I didn’t 
like a fighter. 

“She isn’t.” 

“Then what—” 

“It was at the polls. Her husband was 
running fot office and she voted for 
another candidate.’”’-—Youngstown Tele- 
gram. 


think she looked 


Getting Out the Vote—“We'll want 














Fistfuls of Sound—An Engiish story 
relates that a music conductor in a pro- 
vincial town engaged a new player and 
told him he must take the double-bass 
part. 

“But I don’t know the double-bass,” 
said the man. “You must teach me the 
fingering first.” 

“Fingering!” replied the conductor im- 
patiently. ‘There is no fingering for the 
double-bass. It is just played in hand- 
fuls, like this” (suiting the action to the 
words).—Boston Transcript. 





the use of your car this fall.” 

“What for?” 

“To get out the vote.” 

“Aw, I ain’t got time—” 

“Yes, you have. You’re to haul 
pretty girls to the polls.” —Louisville 


**Dauber has had a remarkable success 
with his exhibition.” 

**Indeed? How many has he sold?” 

“One.” 

“Only one? 
cess?” 

*“You’d say so, if you had seen the 


And you call that suc- 


Musical Note—‘Something new.” 

“Eh?” 

“Graphophone music 
compressed air.” 

“T suppose we may expect arias from a 


produced by 


Courier-Journal. 


pictures!”"—Korsaren (Christiania). 


riveting machine.”—Cincinnati Enquirer. 








In view of the circumstances, it is not entirely unreasonable 
to disagree completely with this statement made by Mr. 
Wilson: 

It must be evident to all that the dominating 
motive which has actuated this Congress is political 
expediency rather than lofty purpose to serve the 
public welfare. 

The truth of the statement depends upon what public wel- 
fare Mr. Wilson means. If he refers to American public wel- 
fare, Congress may well reply that it has defended it better than 
the President has. If he means the hazy, indefinite and ideal 
public welfare of some far-away, foreign country, there may be 
a grain of truth in his statement. 

Even those who share the Presidential contempt for Con- 
gress must admit that in the matter of protecting America 
against embarking its fortunes in the doubtful partnership 
known as the League.of Nations, some members have shown a 
courage unusual to Congressmen. They have taken their polit- 
ical futures in their hands in defying the great appointing 
power. But, if they have thereby gone down to defeat, they are 
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likely to have the cold comfort of knowing that the same power 
has dragged their whole party with them. 


ND now is made complete the banishment from this fair land, 

of Bacchus, of Gambrinus and of old Spiritus Frumenti. 

Charming Lady Nicotine has also received notice to pack 

her trunk. If her friends do not wake up and rally to her 
defence, she, too, is likely soon to be on her way. 

At a Chautauqua the other day, Mr. William J. Bryan, ever ac- 
tive in saving other folks’ souls and incidentally getting a little 
advertising for himself, announced that steps were being taken 
looking to the expulsion of Venus also, and by the customary 
route of a Constitutional amendment. 

With all the good old pagan divinities departed, what are the 
rest of us to do? 

Shall we go, too? 
happier land? 

Or shall we stay here and join Brother Bill, Brother Josephus 
and the rest of the unctuous long-faces in worship at the temple 
of the great god, Gloom? 


Shall we seek Pan and the rest of them in a 





Those Inconsiderate Pedestrians 











Motor Fiend—Confound the careless fellow! 
when we ran over him.—London Opinion. 








Odor—Personally we don’t claim to 
be much of a chemist, but it looks like 


something might be extracted from 
onions that would do the work of gaso- 
line.—Dallas News. 


Modern Spiritism—At a séance after 
long waiting no sign came from the 
spooky world. Then the _ inevitable 
scofier remarked: “Perhaps the table 
leg has gone to sleep.”— Karikaturen 
(Christiania). 


The Line Was Busy—Bones—I called 
up on the phone today and just for 
fun I said, “Hello, Central, Give Me 
Heaven.” 

Interlocutor—What happened? 

Bones—Well, that’s not exactly what 
she gave me. 

Interlocutor—Mr. Baker wiil now sing 
“Don’t Leave the Dishes Standing in 
the Sink.”—Portland Evening Express. 


Cost the Same—“What is the differ- 
ence between a luxury and a necessity?” 

“There ‘is no difference at all, nowa- 
days.”’—Detroit Free Press. 


Well “Sweetened’’—He must be an 
optimist who can continue to sing “Home 
Sweet Home” after the rent has been 
raised six times.—Shoe and Leather Re- 


porter. 








He must have had nails in his pockets 


Election Wit—‘Why, gentlemen,” 
thundered a parliamentary candidate, 
“my opponent hasn’t a leg to stand on.” 

“All the more reason why he should 
have a seat,” came a voice from the 
rear.—Boston Transcript. 


Well Clothed—‘“What does repartée 
mean, dad?” 

“Tt usually means an insult in a dress 
suit.”"—London Bystender. 


Less Particular Nowadays—Lilerary 
Matron—What does Shakespeare mean 
by his frequent use of the phrase “Go 
to”? 

Matter-of-fact Husband—‘‘Well, per- 
haps, he thought it wouldn’t be polite 
or proper to finish the sentence.” —Stray 
Stories. 


Taking the Good with the Bad 

















**Well, young man, you wish to be my 
son-in-law?” 

**Honestly, I have not the slightest de- 
sire in that direction, but if I marry your 
daughter, it cannot be avoided.” —Kasper 
(Stockholm). 














A Dusky Diplomatist—As_ Mr. 
Moses Jenkins looked down at his waist- 
coat he discovered that it lacked a button. 

“‘An’ I ast dat wife of mine to sew it on 
fast last night,’”’ he said to a friend in the 
shop. “I doan’ see how she forgot it.” 

“Doan’ ever ast yo’ wife to mend 
nothin’,” said the friend. “I learnt a 
better way befo’ I’d been married a yeah. 
When I wants anythin’ mended, like a 
shirt, fo’ instance, I takes it under my 
arm, all mussed up like, an’ opens de 
closet door and sings out to mah wife, 
‘Where’s de rag-bag, honey?’ 

“ ‘What yo’ wants of de rag-bag?’ she 
asts me. 

“ ‘Oh, I kinder thought I’d throw dis 
away?’ I tells her, an’ squeezes it tighter 
under mah arm. 

“ ‘Let me see what yo’ got dere,’ she 
says, an’ den I mutters somethin’ ’bout de 
‘worn-out ole thing,’ while I hands it over 
to her. 

“Why, Clarence Barker!’ she'll say, 
when she’s spread it out an’ looked it over 
ina hurry. ‘I’s surprised at yo’! Dis is 
puffeckly good. It doan’t need a single 
thing ’cept—’ An’ den and dere she sets 
down to mend it, lookin’ like I done 
made her a present.”— Harper’s Maza- 
sine. 


Explained—“Why is it that you have 
never married, Sam?” asked the white 
woman of the shiftless colored man who 
did odd jobs for her. “‘Wor’t any of the 
girls have you?” 

“Oh, yas’m, they’d have me all right,” 
replied Sam. “But it’s this-a-way. 
When I feels like gettin’ married, I ain’t 
got no $2 for a license. And when I has 
$2, I feels too rich to get married.”— 
Cincinnati Enquirer. 


Face Looked Familiar—Dinah was a 
product of New Orleans, a big, plump 
“valler gal,’”’ who could cook the finest 
dinners for miles around. One day a 
new butler appeared upon the scene, and 
Dinah’s mistress noticed that she took a 
great interest in the man. 

At lest her mistress could stand her 
curiosity no longer and asked: “Dinah, 
do you know that new man?” 

Dinah took another long and scrutiniz- 
ing look and then slowly and reminis- 
cently replied: ‘Well, I dunno, Miss 
Alice; but I think he was ma fust hus- 
band!”— Pittsburg Chronicle-Telegraph. 























Honi Soit 


One morning on the esplanade 
We met. A breeze was blowing. 
She seemed embarrassed, half afraid 
Some frillies might be showing. 
But on the beach that afternoon 
She sauntered by unshrinking— 
Her costume nearly made me swoon; 
’Twould set La Milo thinking. 


Next morning near the bathroom door 
We met. She stammered “Oh!” 
And scurried off. I knew wherefore— 

She wore her kim-o-no! 
That night behind her at the play 
I sat. The show was fine 
She’d bared her back without dismay 
Down to the Plimsoll line. 





Ah! Lovely woman can’t be blamed; 
Her clothes her moods attest. 
Like Eve she only feels ashamed 
When she is fully dressed! 
— Sydney Bulletin. 


A Rhyme 

In ancient days, when e’en the brave 
Crusader 

Could twang a lute, and play at seren- 
ader— 

When maids were merrier and youths 
were madder, 

And every lad possessed a silken ladder. 


When none demanded learning of a leader 

And all preferred a fighter to a reader— 

When hands were dirtier, but blood was 
redder, 

And one might lick a lady, if he wed her. 


Then lived Romance! Then every va- 
grant rider 

To war or wooing was her gay provider; 

Then ’twas the athlete, rathe than the 
kidder, 

That copped the princess, maid or wife or 
widder! 


Days of the sword, before the first ex- 
ploder 

Of powder filled the earth with brimstone 
odor! 

Days when men lived on very simple 
fodder, 

And patched their coats with rivets and 
with solder! 


Those days that’died ere lived the earliest 
Tudor 

Were happier, ! think, though somewhat 
ruder; 





Footing Up His Assets 














**How are you, old chap?” 

“Oh, I’m doing pretty well, what with 
one foot in the grave, and the other in 
matrimony.” 

“Lucky guy! to have only two feet!” 


—Fliegende Blaetter (Munich). 


The ship of state sailed on without a 
rudder, 
And living was one long, delicious shudder. 


But swords grew weaker as the guns grew 


louder; 

Dames took to paint, and warriors to 
powder. 

Romance began to bathe and to em- 
broider— 


And Science conquered her, and then 
destroyed her! 
Cleveland Plain Dealer. 
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Retiring a Landmark—“I regret to 
note,” said Uncle Bill Bottletop, “that 
the old oaken bucket is no longer hangin’ 
in the well.” 

“What has become of it 

“TI dunno for certain. But I am sus- 
picious that some one has toted it off an’ 
filled it up with raisins and yeast cakes 
and things.” —Washington Star. 
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No Still Required—‘“How about 
those booze recipes you had, old man? 
Tried ’em yet?” 

“Tried ’em all, and I’ve come to the 
conclusion that about the only thing 
that can be home brewed is trouble.””— 
Boston Transcript. 


Dry—‘‘What does this picture repre- 
sent?” 

“America;”’ said the futurist. 

“Why, it looks to me like a desert hav- 
ing the colic.” 

“That’s America,” answered the artist, 
briefly.—Birmingham A ge- Herald. 


A Favored Mortal—‘‘What happens 
to a man now if he happens to get bit by 
a snake?” 

“Well,” replied Uncle Bill Bottletop, 
“if there happens to be a little liquor 
around for an emergency, a crowd 
gathers around and congratulates him.” 
Washington Star. 


the Dogs 








King of Greece (to Danish king)—Yes, these are rotten times for men in our line, 
—Nebelspalter (Zurich). 
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The Fatal Flaw — ““The Germans,”’ 
said Senator Williams, “frankly pursued 
for 40 years a policy that had a fatal flaw 
in it. 

“The Germans were like the chap who 
said in a sanctimonious tone one evening 
to his wife: 

“*How happy I am this evening, dear! 
I have done three good deeds today.’ 

“*What were they?’ said the wife. 

“‘On the way to business,’ said he, ‘I 
saw a young woman weeping on a church 
step with a baby on her knee. I asked 
her what the trouble was and she said 
that she had walked seven miles to have 
her baby christened and now found that 
she had lost her money on the way. 

“ I told her to cheer up, handed her a 


Simplicity 





I \ 


**Wow, but he’s a boob, that fellow! I 
gave him a good licking just as a joke, and 
now he thinks I meant it in earnest!” 
—Lustige Gesellschaft (Berlin). 


$5 bill and bade her have the child 
christened and bring me the change. She 
did so—she did so gratefully—and thus, 
my dear, I did three good deeds: I per- 
formed, first, an act of charity; I started, 
second, a little child in the way it should 
go; and I got, third, four good dol- 
lars for a bad five-spot.’ ’—Washington 
Star. 


Miracle It Is—Said Chauncey De- 
pew recently: “I have been 54 years 
with the New York Central and at 86 
years of age I am the senior of any rail- 
road man in active service in the world. 
A friend of mine, also of my age, who 
did not look his years, went tothe Yale 
commencement, and one of the younger 
undergraduates said to him, ‘What class 
are you?’ He named it. The under- 
graduate said, ‘You ought to he about 85 
years old, then, or more.’ ‘Yes,’ said he, 
‘that is what I am.’ ‘Well,’ said the 
young fellow, ‘if that is so, there is 
one of two things: you are either a 
miracle or a damned liar.” —Magazine 
of Wall Street. 


Fresh Tongue a Specialty 
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**But tell me, doesn’t that dog of yours 
ever eat up any of your meat?” 

“Oh no, ma’am. He just licks it.” 
—Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 


Novelists—W illiam Dean Howells was 
talking about the American novelist, new 
style and old. 

“A novelist of the new style,” he said, 
“pulled up his Rolls-Royce on Fifth 
avenue one afternoon and hailed an old- 
style novelist, who was just coming out of 
the Public Library. 

“‘Well, Bill,’ said the new-style nov- 
elist, ‘have you had any press notices 
lately? I had 37 this morning—nine 
about my divorce, six about my new car, 
three about what I like for dinner, two 
about my 105 suits of clothes, five about 
my lost $2,000 bulldog and about the 
funny anecdote I told the Prince of 
Wales during his New York visit. Now, 
how about you, Bill? Any press notices 
today?’ 

“‘Only one,’ the old-style novelist 
answered meekly. ‘Only one, Bob. Only 
a review which said that my new novel 
was well written.’ ”—W ashington Star. 


A Jonah Thought—Gen. Leonard 
Wood said at a dinner in Washington: 

“The front was a merry place, a grimly 
merry place. I wasn’t long at the front, 
but long enough to see that. 

“I remember a motto that I saw 
scrawled over the entrance of a very 
dangerously situated dugout. It said: 

“*When you’re down, think of Jonah. 
He came out all right.’”—Washington 
Star. 
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Lady Friends—“My mother was a 
beauty. The most lovely woman I have 
ever known.” 

“Umph! I suppose you take after 
your father.”—Tyrihans (Christiania). 


Consequences—Miranda—Did you 
ever flirt when you were young, auntie? 
Auntie—I'm afraid I did, my dear. 

Miranda—And were you punished 
for it? 

Auntie—Well—er—I married your 
Uncle George — New York World. 


Sense of Responsibility—“Do you 
take your wife’s advice?” 

“Usually,” replied Mr. Chuggins. 
“But when we’re out together in the 
family flivver and the works go wrong, 
I kind o’ wish she wouldn’t try to tell me 
what the matter is, instead of letting me 
do my own guessing.” —W ashington Star. 


Two Views—“What you spend for a 
hat would pay the grocer’s bill.”’ 

Wife—That just shows how economi- 
cal I am in the marketing— Boston 
Transcript. 


Before the Engagement—‘“And 
don’t forget, Arthur, I come of a very 
good family. I have made inquiries 
about father and mother through an In- 
vestigation Bureau.’’—Fliegende Blaetter 
(Munich). 


More War—Mrs. Sryles—I want one 
of those new military bonnets, dear. 

Mr. Sivyles—How much are they? 

“About $35, © believe.” 

“T can’t afford that, and, besides, I 
don’t see why you want a military bonnet. 
You’re not going to fight, are you, 
dear?” 

“I am if I,don’t get that bonnet.”— 
Yonkers Statesman. 








SS 


Floorwalker—Ribbon department? Yes, madam; allow me to dance you to it.—Lone 
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His Rather Odd Name— newspaper 
man not long at the capitol met a man in 
the corridors whom he had seer often and 
whom he thought he knew. He ad- 
dressed his supposed acquaintance: 

“T see you here often. Do you work 
here?”’ 

“Yes.” 

“What’s your line?” 

“T’m what they call a Senator.” 

Caught, the newspaper man tried to 
bluff it out. 

“Oh, yes, yes,” he said: “I remember 
you perfectly. How stupid of me. 
You’re Senator—Senator—Senator—”’ 
snapping his fingers and waiting for help. 
No help comes. As if thinking aloud: 

“Tt’s a short and rather odd name.” 

“Yes, it is.” 

More pawing of the air and vain efforts 
to recall. 

“It’s Smith,” suggested the Senator. 

“Oh, yes, yes; of course. I remember 
you perfectly! How stupid of me! You’re 
Smith of Arkansas!” 

“No! Smith of Maryland. [I told you 
it was an odd name!”’—Philadelphia 
Evening Ledger. 


How to Stampede ’Em— 
When the editors convene, 
Some are fat and some are lean, 
Some are shy of hair as eggs and some are 
not. 
Some are noisy, some are quiet, 
But if you would start a riot, 
Say, “I’ve got some paper I’l! sell on the 
spot.” —Barber County (Kan.) Index. 


Great Bluffs from Little Egos Grow. 





“‘When I began business on my own 
account, I had absolutely nothing except 
my intelligence.” 

“Indeed, that was a small beginning!” 
—Fliegende Blaetter (Munich) 


No Diving Belles for Him 


Ts in 


«in~ otEay 


TWh ten, cet 


4% 


ater: 


Ae Ce ae 
oe em ae eee 
‘oma Ae OLY 


«(®t 


toe, 





Manager—Yes, your poster’s all right, but you must cut out that word “Diva” and 


substitute soprano. 


You see, I had her billed like that in Aberdeen once but had to 


refund nearly all the money to gentlemen who thought it was an aquatic performance. 


—Pan (London) 








The Only Way—Deadbroke (borrow- 
ing five)—Words can never repay this 
kindness, old man. 

The Other—You’re right; unless they 
are the kind used by money when it talks. 
—Boston Transcript. 


His Cue—“When are you going to in- 
vest in a new suit of clothes?” 
“Not till the dogs start barking at 
me.”—Buffalo Express. 
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He Rode Free—The rear platform of 
the car was crowded with poor business 
men in starched collars and rich laborers 
in overalls. There would be nothing 
unusual in that if one of the overalled 
party had not given the crowd a lesson 
in thrift. 

“See, I’ve got a dime,” he told the 
conductor. 

The conductor nodded. 

“T’ll pitch it. Heads you get the dime 
or tails I ride for nothing.” 

The conductor nodded again and the 
coin fanned the air. 

“Tails,” announced the overalled one 
triumphantly and he took his place with 
the rest of the crowd.—Indianapolis 
News. 
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Vile mane THis 
JUMP IN 1912 « Now 
WATCH HIM JUMP 
BACK ? 
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Pouitics, H. C. or L. ’~ Everyraine. 
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B A D 


indicated, must be furnished to show the bona fide nature of the BAD BREAK. 


B R E 


A K S 


JUDGE pays $1 each for accepted BAD BREAKS clipped from newspapers, magazines or books. 


Original clippings, with source 


No rejected BAD BREAKS will be returned unless postage is 


inclosed. No material already published as BAD BREAKS will be considered, and no BAD BREAKS in advertisements are desired. The 


editor cannot enter into correspondence with contributors to this department. 


Many duplications are received, and the postmark deter- 


mines priority of consideration. A prize of $5 will be paid for the best Bad Break received each week. 


Drying on the Clothes Line?— 
“Miss Polly didn’t answer. HER EYES 
WERE OUT OF THE WINDOW.”—<Sunappy 
Stories Magazine. (Miss C. Standish.) 


Pepful Lamps—‘“She came to him 
with hands outstretched and as HER DARK 
EYES PLUNGED INTO HIs she murmured: 
‘Ah, my dear, how proud I am, how 
proud I am!’ ”—Red Book Magazine. 
(Frank Walker.) 


Some Like This Kind of Rough 
Stuff—‘“‘Two passenger trains ran to- 
gether one mile east of White Oak Sunday 
night. * Several people were killed and a 
number ENJOYED.”—Chelsea (Okla.) Re- 
porter. (J. S. Essex.) 


The Inquisitorial Parson — “Our 
Sunday School meets at 9:30 a. m. and is 


for all our people, not for children only, 


we have classes for all ages and want you. 
The pastor will preach at 11 o'clock. 
Topic: ‘How Many Lovers Have Ye?’” 
—St. Augustine Evening Record. (Helen 
Bennett.) 


A New One for Your Calendar— 
“The hottest day during the MONTH OF 
GREENVILLE was last Saturday. the 29th, 
according to the monthly report of the 
United States Weather Bureau of this 
City.””—Greenville (S. C.) Piedmont. 
(J.W. Mitchell.) 


Putting the Old Clock Ahead— 
“*T was born in Atlanta, March 14, 
1888,’ said Mrs. Abbott. ‘I married 
Johnny Abbott in July, NINETEEN NINE- 
TY-FOUR, when but sixteen years old, 
and he only a little older.’”—Adanta 
(Ga.) Constitution, (Lowry Axley.) 





Stumping Along—“ Leaving the car 
he wandered FOOTLESSLY down a torn-up 
road.”—Metropolitan Magazine. (Mrs. 
E. W. Barnett.) 


A Celestial Executive—“ His father 
who Is general manager of a phonograph 
factory, DIED ten years ago-in Yokohama. 
Japan.” — Boston Herald. (Paul W 
Drake.) 


Everyone On His Own Bottom— 
“The passenger cars are capable of car- 
rying two PASSENGERS WITH SEATS BUILT 
IN THEM.” —Chicago Tribune. (Mrs. A. J. 
Fox.) 


Some People Are Hard to Convince 
~—“He was convinced his wife was insane 
as she had to KILL HERSELF SEVERAL 
TIMES.” —Columbus (Ga.) Enquirer Sun. 
(Bessie M. Dudley.) 


Talking in His Last Sleep—‘The 
DEAD MAN SAYS that before he was struck 
he heard something falling and was imme- 
diately afterwards struck in the back and 
knocked down.’—Courtenay (B. C.) 
Comox Argus. (A. B. McNeill.) 





This Week’s Prize ‘‘Break”’ 


Contributed by 
Miss Heren GRASSER 
New Orleans, La. 
From the Chambers of Horrors 
“She was trotting along beside 
him in her BARE FEET AND BED- 
ROOM SLIPPERS as he started for 
the stairs.” — The Girl Philippa,” 
by Robert W. Chambers. 











*‘Let Us Spray’’ Said the Parson— 
“Rev. Fine PERFUMED the ceremony at 
the bride’s parents, Wednesday, February 
4 at 2.30.”—Odessa (Mo.) Ledger. (J. 
Willard Ridings.) 


Spoken Like a True Nurse—‘“The 
nurse spoke in hushed ACCIDENTS sug- 
gesting a changed position and a glance 
toward the door.’”—Asheville (N. C.) 
Citizen. (Mrs. Harry Martin.) 


Hardy Botany and Gum-Shoe 
Science—“Unique in the ANNUALS 
of the party, the Republican national 
convention assembled today unbossed, 
unbridled and leaderless. The situation 
presents an opportunity for some shrewd 
leader to step forward at the pHYSIOLOG- 
ICAL moment and invite a stampede.” 
—Griffin (Ga.) News & Sun. (Lowry 
Axley.) 


Heartless Friends—‘“‘Mr. and Mrs. 
Lawrence McKeever Miller are receiving 
CONGRATULATIONS on the recent DEATH 
of twin sons at their home in Woodmere, 
Long Island.” —The Morristown (N. J.) 
Jerseyman. (Frank D. Vogt.) 


Rummaging for a Light Sash— 
“With the arrival of the police, a search 
of the premises was made and it was dis- 
covered that a rear window had been 
RANSACKED.”—Daily (Staten Island) Ad- 
vance. (Palmer Kruser.) 


Every Man Has His Price—‘Frank 
J. Robinson has brought suit against 
Julius Peterson to recover $150, the 
amount PAID FOR him By a_ horse.” 
—Lewistown (Mont.) Democrat - News. 
(George St. Peters.) 
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Who are Our Leading Actors, Anyway? 


By Perriton Maxweti 


RECENT London dispatch narrates the thrilling 

escape from Bolshevictorious Russia of a noted 

“white” General and his party. Both the General 

and the men and women who fled with him were 

“disguised as actors.” In Russia no one suspects an 

actor of owning anything worth confiscation, hence the success 

of these refugees who were wise enough to camouflage their real 
station in life with the mummer’s plumes and buskin. 

“By extreme hard work and sinking to the lowest level, 


Ostroumoff (a kind of industrial impresario in the matter)” 


ultimately got the General and his party out of Russia,” details 
the news story. What of it? This: 

Suppose it should suddenly be revealed that a considerable 
number of our stage celebrities were really emissaries of some 
other country more or less inimical to us, or that our best be- 
loved “stars” are here to spoof us theatrically while their real 
mission is to corner the necktie market for Senegambia or put 
over a deal in sugar whereby St. Jago is to get the entire Cuban 
output of sugar-cane while we face a saccharine famine? If the 
suspicion is well-founded that “there’s a chiel amang us takin’ 
notes,” should we not arouse ourselves to the unknown but 
impending calamity? It is an awful thought, but are we not 
admonished day and night that preparedness is the cardinal 
virtue of both the individual and the nation? Let us look into 
this matter calmly, and without hysterics, like one who con- 
fronts a grave crisis, but is determined to meet it manfully. 

Whom have we in our midst whose tinselled cloak and tinted 
face arouses the deep suspicion that he or she is not what they 
appear to be? Who are the possible wolves of ulterior purpose 
parading among us in the sheep’s clothing of Thespus? 

One hates to begin the list, but there is Willie Collier. In his 
farce “The Hottentot” you can, if you possess the inner eye, 
discern the subtlest of propaganda for a certain dark-skinned 
people of Africa. There is no doubt but that Willie is here in 
Caucasian disguise to spy out the secrets of our success as a 
nation, for the sole betterment of his native heath on the Equa- 
tor. It is all very well to point out that the so-called Collier 
person was born in Brooklyn, N. Y., but the Secret Service 
people will tell you, if you know them well enough, that here is 
an African King living incognito on Broadway as the funniest 
comedian of his time. 

And Sam Bernard! Is evidence lacking, even to the most 
unobserving play-goer, that he is an underground plenipoten- 
tiary from the rejuvenated Jerusalem? Would it surprise you to 
learn one day that this same Bernard had returned to the Sacred 
City on the edge of the Syrian Desert with a contract for supply- 
ing all the matzoths used in New York during Yom Kippur? 


And who do you suppose William Gillette really is, if not a 
representative of Scotland Yard, here to ferret out the workings 
of our police department? Is there a lingering doubt that Hale 
Hamilton (closer to his native self as “Wallingford” than in any 
of his other impersonations) is more or less than an agent of the 
French Sociélé des Terrains with an eye on factory sites in 
Wichita? Can you question that Brandon Tynan is not a 
strong arm of the Sinn Feiners and in the privacy of his bath- 
room practices with a shillalah? That Leo Ditrichstein is a 
Bavarian ambassador in the lavender trousers of a matinee 
idol? That Otis Skinner is a trusted representative of the Italian 
proletariat here to increase the wage of the downtrodden wop? 

It needs but a little scrutiny of men and facts in the mimic 
world to uncover a horde of base deceivers. If John Drew is not 
the missing Dauphin, who the Frohman is he? If Raymond 
Hitchcock does not carry the mandate of Hasawad in his pocket, 
what does he carry there? Does not every bit of circumstantial 
evidence direct the finger of exposure toward Al Jolson as the 
undeclared envoy of Angola? 

And the ladies! Could Madame Nazimova clear her silken 
skirts of the charge of being the muffled scout of the royalists 
encamped at Veliki Luki and Petroparlovsk if, indeed, she is not 
a chief secret messenger of the Ibsen clan of Jarlsberg og Larvik? 

Even in the case of Mrs. Fiske one is not at all certain that 
she is not a masked nuncio from Citta Vita or a gentle commis- 
sionaire here to control the cheese industry in behalf of Roque- 
fort or Neufchaiel. 

Elsie Ferguson, we may be sure, is an agent, commercial or 
political, for owld Scotland, and that Billie Burke holds a similar 
job with the new rulers of the Isle of Emerald Green. 

I make no charges directly or by innuendo, but I raise my 
voice to exclaim: Watch all these people of the stage and watch 
them steadfastly. Watch Frank Craven and his interpretations 
of the genus Boob——mere camouflage, since official Washington 
knows him as the unsleeping proponent of Shikoku independence 
and the overthrow of the present dynasty. Watch Henry Miller 
and Richard Bennett—the first an indubitab‘e reactionary who 
wants to see shirt-sleeved America arrayed in powdered perrukes, 
knee breeches and lace neckerchiefs in the style of Moliére, and 
the other man the adoption of chin whiskers, white kid gloves 
and the freedom of the Brieuxery. 

No need to extend the list of infamy. But when you see any 
of these noted players prancing the boards as if acting were their 
sole occupation in life, please remember the “White” General 
and his party who escaped the horrors of red and chaotic Russia 
only because they were thought to be innocent mimes; and 
remember, too, that no actor is as good as he is grease-painted. 
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BEATRICE SWANSON SHOULDERING HER WAY THROUGH 

“FLORODORA” AND THE FAMOUS SEXTETRACHORD, 

WHICH, THOUGH A SHUBERT PRODUCTION, HAS NOTHING 

TO DO WITH THE EQUALLY FAMOUs “SoNG WITHOUT 
Worps.” 














Eva Le GALLIENNE, WHO HAS TEMPERAMENT, CURLS 
AND A PIQUANT PERSONALITY, ASSEMBLING HER 
HANDS READY TO APPLAUD THE AUTHOR AND PRO- 
DUCER OF “Not So Lone Aco” IN wuicH SHE HAS 
ACHIEVED THE SUCCESS OF HER CAREER. 


Two OF THE Kips IN “FLORODORA” WHO CAME 
NEAR ““WALKING AWAY WITH THE sHow.” ‘THEY 
ARE Miriam BatistTa AND JOHNNY TIERNAN, AND 
IF THEIR LITTLE HEADS ARE NOT TURNED BY AP- 
PLAUSE, THEY MAY GROW UP AND BECOME MOVIE 
STARS OR OPERA SINGERS OR SOMETHING. 
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1 of his | He—Well, you know the old adage, “Neces I sold you for a dime 
{ uf I wal . SOL \ Liorad 
; tv kno »] Vale f / 
\ ) | that from that resting place 
er depa And your hair like heavy chocolate 
\ passed | found | Sets off your eyes dark gree! 
gp Which in turn, suggests the lemon that 
S g ge p I’ve poured on your ice-crean 


\ pure marsh-mallow whiteness, 
Is the color ot your brow 


One reason then I’m raving 





\ sol vice coaxed the frat pin lS In verse about you now 
Fro ts old abiding place d j 
w/ Id te 


I} r yww in a little bungalow " a Yet fear besets me all the day 
ry & — LAO 

a 2 AA- : 

4, 


For though I know youre mine, 


\\V me o t he —— 
An he trat pin fasts abv clothe ==} ay” Auwj~ IL shudder lest when we have danced— 
, 7 7 . , 
, init You will expect to dine 


In honor of his frat “%.* 
lor Iowa Frivol. 


Penn State Froti Dear Me!—Notre Dame Ju 
28 
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WAIT FOR THE CABBAGI 


Drawing the Line 
By Katuerine NeGw! 
| BOUGHT Thrift Stamps ind = Liberty 


Bonds of every issu 

| paid my income tax, excess profits tax, capi 
tal tax, property tax and automobile tax 

I gave money to the Navy League, Red 
Cross, Y. W. C. A., Y. M. C. A., Boy Scouts, 
w. C. TF. t Jewish Relief, Armenian Reliet 
Belgian Relief, Children’s Home, Dorcas So 
ciety, Ladies’ Aid, M. E. Church, Baptist 
Church, Catholic Church, and the Salvation 
(Army 

I stocked my cellar 

| provided my family with practically enough 
to eat and with clothes that can be made to do 
I met my increased rent without a murmur 

Every movement toward the Millennium has 


| 


found me an able and willing helper 


Now thev want my straw vote for President 


I refuse to give it. One must draw the line 


No Call to Arms 
He was the fourth ex-soldier suitor of the day 
“Ed.” she cooed, “I’m afraid I don’t love vou 
enough to marry you—at present. But I'll 
keep you in mind along with Joe and Bill and 
Mike. Some day, maybe—mavbe—” 


“Furloughed to the reserve again!” he 
moaned And the door closed on t broken man. 


Nowadays 
Vistress—Can you take care of children? 
New Maid—Madam, I'd have you know | 


have worked only for the best families 


Too True 
Bilge—What is your idea of a practical joke? 
Bulk—Any tip on the stock market. 








wt 


APT. X took to France a lib- 

eral supply of his Favorite 
PALL MALL famous cigarettes 
(plain ends.) When they were 
one, he was forced to use the 
“canteen” cigarettes. Their shape 
gave him an idea—they were round, 
and smoked freely! 


Back in America he gave us his 
idea—a big idea— 


PALL MALh 


FAMOUS CIGARETTES 


ounds 


A round cigarette (with a free and 
easy draught) that does not have to be 
tapped, squeezed or loosened, made 
from the famous PALL MALL blend 
Read the story 


of five seasons’ crops. 


of Capt. X. 





20} »ALL MALL 
ROUNDS (plain 


ends) in the new Sy 
foil package. . 


“THEY ARE GOOD TASTE” 


Wa 
WA 
V/4 
¥/4 
0/4 
V/4 
V/4 
o/4 
W/4 
W/4 
W/4 
VA 
/4 
V/4 
W/4 
WA4 
V/4 
W/4 
/4 
V/4 
WA 
W/4 
VA 
SL 
0/4 
W/4 


ON v/4 
Na PALL MALL (regular), plain or cork, in boxes of 10, 50, 100, as usual py 
yo we Tat aiZAAat av aaa av a 4 
CAAA aa 


























JUDGE 












ee — - —— | oN } ’ ea rT . , a 9? | 
i _ No ep ( " 0 0 ( ago It Sa 
MERS;) shame a fine chap like that had to go and / 
sa “k, D | 
SEASICK 4 Thi: ure 1 strict, | 
4 REMEDS haven't they? I miss the little restaurant we 





A spoiled if} | have two good-sized roams although my Ens 1! TT ANI ONDS 
P lich lang a meat calli r then 


hecome 
Ov we ( ( MT. c 
a For a Few Cents a Day 
Diamond bergaine—128 pages of them The greatest Diamond hook ever pub- 
- lished sent free {or your name and address our choice of millions of do!lare 
— worth of diamonds sent upon request. No y Terms as low ar afew 
cente a day. 8 per cent yearly increase in value guaranteed, Extra & per cent 
— 
EC aSIC 


. bonus may be earned. 
Write Today je ieee, oraat. Bate 
J.M.LYCN & CO. 1 Maiden Lane, New York, N.Y. 
























Thousands of Travelers the world Pi r ef wy 

over depend upon t t B 
MOTHERSILL’S : 
SEASICK REMEDY : 


Prevents and relieves nausea. Practically all 
Steamship Companies on both fresh and salt 
! water have officially adopted, and advise, this 
rerme dy No cocaine, morphine, optum, chloral, 





Using Marve 


| MARVEL, 547 4th Avenue. Pittsburgh, Pa. 





coal tar products or their derivat.ves nor other app 
habit { rmng drugs Sold by leading druggists 
everywhere on guarantee of satislaction or 
money refunded 60c and $1.20. 
MOTHERSILL REMEDY COMPANY 
DETROIT, MICHIGAN 


Also at 19 St. Bride St., London 
Montreal, New York, and Mila 














——__ 


4a LEARN PIANO! 


=< 
Hier c] This Interesting Free Book 


ff Lea } 


an 














r oF » you at 
one-quarter usual cost Lr n ( \ 
Vrit Me ! é t . , : , 
! er | help | k ore exercise in in the « | 
) I at once 1« pac i very k within ' 
4 lessons r ! Fully il t tex ' ~ l } 0 ‘ it¢ 1 
begir re f All music free. Dipl eT ! 1 : 
Write today for ree t h H ro Piano or Orgar i ; 
! Mi. L. Quinn Conservatory. Studio 1 6 $88 Columbia Road Boston. 25. Mass ER: ee ee 
’ ais , _ 5 ea Ser ts ire mposs le oO ( these 
) . . . You'd imagine the floors at 1 place wet 
Helping Out the New York never touched by a 
Conductor . , 
ou g the praises ol Summer, but for 
” ne there is no seasor of the year like | 
WO rdicle et - Sp 
| Br r r \pp I gre tol the Lond og Lhe inters 
é y ! L not New York are getting or y nerves. The 
ct { , \iter il pa om oul no ive bee! 
greetl y it Blee ker!” 
le r yusly Ves. I’ve been some traveler } ist trip 
ne cross the pond was my ' 
I pi i Fourteenth!” 
Le , New Here the two parted, one transterring to a 
York. 1 e be It’s puesbenms cn 
ust 
P Delightful Occupation 
Eve W A Cy Clubman—Harry appears quite prosp 
at \ ous. What’s he doing now? 
/ i Clubman—-Didn’t you hear? Why, he 
sculcteur Very successful, too. I unde 
Broadwa h St. I <:30 : 
KNICKERBOCKER 334", ciate ied. 
i RY W AVAGE off 
THE API OD COMEDY ( re Oo sage ¢ g Sc lé ol 
oulea as N \ Cutting Close to Nature 
ot Contrary to nature, trimming the clingng 
vine is the best way to keep it from lea‘ ing. 


1 Smart Hotel for Smart People 


Beene Veseatel «. «ar Ooo! | 
lesirable for w ' ‘ ; \r , "= aie Did vou know I had become an actor?” 


I heard you had entered the mov ies.” 


a 


wm = Thirty-First Street, by Fifth Avenue, New York | ina < saad mien | “No: 


30 
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By Fpowarp W. Barnarp 
HIGH prices j rme not tittle 
ota, jot 
If, spending much, I save but little 
Why, that’s my lot! 
But there a hogi me ind 11ous 
Which haunts me when I sleep or sup 
Chat trailer sinister, malicio 
iNDUP 
{ 
No Kn 
No p tr re porte ) 
I} 
Though Time, no doubt vill break or bend 
en 
Woe still will brim my bitter cup 
While they display that dread add 
IND UP.” 











Drawn by 





‘Cuticura Talcum 
is Fragrant and 


Very Healthful 


Semple free of Cuticura Laboratories, Dept. 
7, Malden, Mass. 25c. everywhere. 

















Strength of Organization 


Experience of over forty years has de- 
veloped executive ability. Scientific ad- 
vancement has brought the telephone from 
a crude experiment to one of the most per- 
fected of all mechanical devices. Engi- 
neering has mastered countless problems 
involved in the distribution of service. Con- 
struction has carried the telephone into the 
most remote corners of the country. Opera- 
tive skill has combined the efforts of execu- 
tives, scientists, engineers and commercial 
management. ‘These with vision and fore- 
sight are the powers which unite in the 
accomplishment of the Bell Telephone 
System. 


Working in the closest cooperation with 


Sd % AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY | 
o/ \ 
‘By AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES ) 
© te ges ge ° ° ° 

QE One Policy One System Universal Service 

A Great Mystery One Theory 
Jacob Schiff, the New York banker, was in a “Why did Jonah leave the whale?” 
mixed company one evening when the banter ‘I suppose he tired of his bellicose condi : 


turned toward the fundamental differences b« 
tween the Christian races and his own 

“Isn't it strange, Mr. Schiff,” 
“how the Jew manages to amass money, regard 


remarked one 
less of where he starts from! It’s a curious com 
mentary on 

“Y-e-e-s,”” broke in Mr. Schiff. 
know, I’ve often wondered where you Chris- 
tians get all the money that we Jews manage to 
take away from you.”’ 


“Do vou 


31 








} nS ae 





its chiefs is the nation-wide organization of 
telephone employees. Nothing less than 
finest loyalty, the most untiring devotion, 
the recognition of the great importance of 
their work, coupled with a fixed determi- 
nation to serve faithfully; nothing less than 
this unified strength which has been so won- 
derfully displayed by the management and 


employees of the Bell telephone could 1 
have carried the system through the years of : 
strain which began with the war and have 





not passed. 


Hardly ever has public service required 
so long and severe a test of a business or- 
ganization. Never has an army responded 
with more hearty united and loyal support, 


tion.” 


Eyes That See Not 
There is a skirt length that seemeth right 
unto a man, until he vieweth his short, fat wite ; 
Vet love is blind! 





arrayed therein 


The Modern Braggart 
My father is a plumber. 
Mine works in a shipyard. 


Bookke r pe r 


Bank Clerk 














There are over 2,000 photographic illustratio 
of Diamond Rings, La Vallieres, Ear Screws, 
Searf Pir Studs, Brooches, Bar Pina, 

Watches, Bracelet Watches; also our won- 


derfully show assembled Solitaire Dia 
mond Clusters. USERTY BONDS ACCEPTED. 













Diamonds 
Win 


Hearts 
Cased in Heodsome Ring Bex 


| Loftis Perfection 


WY, 


Fvery article 















° ° n our catalog 
Diamond Ring | 3.2)" 
Each Diamond is | usually low 
skilfully mounted in | Whatever 

our famous Loftis Per- “youselect w 
tion M4-karat solid | be sent pre 

gold 6-prong ring, POS- | naid by u 
sessing every line of | Yeu see and ex 
grace and beauty amine the article 
$10 Down, $a Month, | 9" « your ews 
boys a $50 Ring hoods. If sat 
$2 Down, $10 a Month isfied. pay 
buys a $10 Ring one-fifth of 
$2 Down.$ HaMonth price and 
buys a $125 Ring keep it; bal 
ance in eight 


OUR CATALOG il! ustratesand describes al! the stand 
ard world-renowned Watches, solid gold and goldfilied | equal month 
ly payment 


ases; new popular designs Splendid bargains in Seng ¥ 
25-year guaranteed watches our 
on credit terms as low as $2.50 A MONTH Order Today 


WE HAVE GEEN I% BUGINESS OVER 60 YEARS 
' {OF TI The National Credit Jewelers 
Dept. 8.874 108WN. State St., Chicago, Ili 
BROS & CO. STORES m LEADING CHES } 





es 
ase 














S hey al la | 
“, strengthens weak flamed eyes, and is an idea a = , : ' ——— = 
MEO eve wast G i e 1705 Keer r eves we! least t he ant ; uall hg? eve alter 
nd they + elp keep yo es 
. . ; h oo . . 
35 At All Druggists or Sent by Wheel oO Oh, giggles Misunderstood 
c Mail | pon Receipt of Price y . 
Write for our Booklet. it te FREE ~ SKinem Oil broke par vest« rday 
%, JOHN HOMPSON SONS eale . o> 99 
L. THOMPSO & CO., 168 River St., Troy, N.Y. Wholesale “VW hat do you mean bv par 
s ould vou give sto “It broke roo.” 
ophone pla ver I hen the re were 900 othe rs be side me, were 
The Pair of Pairs Here’s thirty dollars; | of " there?” 
f \ \ —— A» 
Migiprice 
{) t 4 oO ) ° ’ 
M S1 g ighwa 
| ke oop ened . ae 
No Speed Limit 
Kgg ct » QI , l . 
And silence dog ' 
( \ ( he gy 
\ vo-ho goe 
But he | 
\ 
Pep 
The 
k g Y scho 
A} gor 
Where k wy eek 
No flower ne ' ~) 
B here y P ~ 
‘ ‘ 
\ che ‘ ) , 
\/ P W HO h H ) Pt PLI I PA 
So it Goes — 
Do ie pop \ 
| | Regarding Editorial, Subscripti d Advertising M 
the ‘po the | ewspaper reporter || egarding Editorial, Subscription an vertising Matters 
asked Champ Clarh ( K ago | U'BSCRIPTION OFFICES Main ffice— Brunswick give the number appearing on the rignt hand side of the add 
Why, of course I do,” Clark admitted 1 || Ronan Ltd. « ee . < 
MATE , » a E.C , Eng Annual! ca EDITORIAL OFFICE: 225 Fifth Avenue, New York ‘ 
once Kit iman OVE ag il ISSISSIPp! I re in the Un 1 Stat t To Contributor JupGe will be glad to consider joke 
1 y= " 1 n 1 Pr id at pos ries. Contributions should always be accompanied by p« 
ho ibscribed or a Ne York Republica } : trie i . year Sing ies of present ge for their erect if unaccented — 

- — . 7; = . } rd i i 18 act 1917, 30 o tht, 1920, by Leslie-Judge Company Entered at the 
newspa pr nhinking to get a lot o 1 out of the ac 4 0 © at New York as Second-class Mail Matter P b 
‘ . 4 ‘ f P P j " i , ed with JUDGE lis eekly, by Lestic e Company, 225 Fifth Avert 
on ents o the Oppos! oO He read tha ald ; be asked produce creden ' New Y “es lohn A Scien Bee ~ as I’. Sleik 

: s al ee , : 1DVERTISING OFFICES Brunswick Bldg s Fifth Secretar 4. E. Rollauer, Treasurer 
paper 10 x months and in November voted Avenue, New York; Marquette Bldg., Chicago; Henry Bldg Printed by the Schweinler Press 
, watt Rates $1 er agate line id } 7 t 
Line Repul et d id > move out o! CHANGE IN 1DDRESS Setecstines id addre vel iddress all correspondence to 
' be sent in with rec for the chanae Als 225 Fifth Avenue JUDGE New York City 
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4 Romance 
Cince naice : pure heart, lofty ideals 
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“No Man’s Land” 


By David Robinson 


Judge Art Print Department 
215 Fifth Avenue New York City 
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Under and Over the Bed 


By Kirtry Parsons 
| HE scene is Jaid in a pink and white bed- 
room. As the curtain rises on Act 1, a 
under the influence of 
fermented grape-juice, and staggers to the bed. 


man enters the room 
The heroine enters and seeing the strange man 
The man jumps out 
of bed and she jumps into it. This is repeated 
with slight variations till the end of the act. 

At the beginning of Act 
the heroine because her room is small and dark, 


in bed screams for help. 


», cook complains to 


and naturally the heroine agrees to change with 
her at 
bed. Husband enters and prepares to retire 
Is half in bed when he is spied by cook who 
springs out of bed and rushes to window to call 
for help. Husband gets under bed as wife 
enters. Policeman enters through window and 


once. Cook reclines upon now vacant 


wife crawls under bed, too. 
jump in and out and under the bed till the end 
of Act 


There is now no one in the cast who has not 


hey continue to 


been in and under the bed at least half a dozen 


times. When the curtain rises on Act 3, the 








FRAGEDY 


policeman is lying on the bed with his 
head tied up in a towel. Wife enters 
and thinking he is her husband, climbs 
in beside him. 
from beneath the bed and pulls wife 
out by the hair. Cook enters and seeing 
policeman in bed, fears his reputation 
Police- 


man clasps cook in arms and husband 


Husband now springs 


is ruined and bursts into sobs. 


drags wife from beneath sofa where she 
has gone for a change of air, and every 
Curtain falls with all 
the bed 


one is reunited. 
the cast sitting on the edge of 


and no one under it 


M ode 


By mutual 


agreement he was to see her every four 


A La 


It was a modern wedding. 


years. They were then to meet at brea| 
fast. The years had quietly passed, 
and it was -again time for another r 
union over the bacon and eggs. 

lo get the number in time, she tele 
phoned him a day ahead. 

After much 
vinced him that it was his wife speak- 
ing, and that it was again time for him 


explanation she 


con- 


to see her. 
said he; “I have heard 
| from good authority that another has 
come into your life.” 
“Another, another!” gasped. 
‘Why who can it be; I know of no other.”’ 
person Fred,” 


‘] cannot 


she 


Some named came _his 
reply 
* Fred, Fred! 


three-vear-old son.” 


Why vou silly thing, he is our 


A Superhuman 


Iam not an optimist, yet nothing ever 
worries me. As I sit by my window 
watching the rain falling ceaselessly, | 
do not stop to think of the multitudes 
of people who are out in that cold and 
nasty weather; I do not stop to think of 
the misery the prohibition amendment 
must them. 
ignorant on the subject of the League of 
Nations, and I do not know why France 
objects to a large German army rhe 
formation of a third party by Hiram 
Johnson bothers me not at all, and I do 
not care how or why they select our 
next president. The fact that women’s 
skirts are to be shorter than those they 
wore in 1917 interests me not a particle. 
and 


have cost I am positively 


Obregon are 


Carranza strangers, 


Tu 
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Home 


You can ** 





is where the heart is. And Flowers are Ss 
the language of the heart. 
beauty and fragrance add new charm to every room. ® 


Say it with Flowers” 
hour — through the Florists’ 








NO eae 


Let their § 











a thousand miles away in an 
Telegraph Delivery Association 
eset 7 








Le oars 








Science Has Discovered How to 


End Gray Hair 


For years. science 
has sought a way of 
restoring gray hair 
to its natural color. 
Now that way is 
found And women / 
no longer hesitate. 
For simply by comb- | 
ing this clear, pure, 
colorless liquid 
through your hair, in 





from 4 to 8 days 
every gray hair is 7 , 
gone. q,” YA/ 


yf ary J, Goldin ang 


Scientific Hair Color Restorer 
Make This Test 


Send in the coupon Mark on it the exact 
color of your hair It will bring you a free 
trial bottle of this remarkable hair 
storer and our special comb. 

Try it on a lock of your hair Note the 
And how it differs from old-fashioned 
dyes Send in the coupon now. 

MARY T. GOLDMAN 
1917 Goldman Bldg., St. Paul, Minn, 

Accept no Imitations—Sold by Druggiste Everywhere 
DI Rl ll et hhh detained | 
8 Mary T. Goidm 1917 @ St. Paul, Minn. 
8 Please senc me your free trial bottie of Mary 7 
g Goldman’s Hair Color sstorer with special comb 
+ I am not obligated in any way by accepting this free 

offer. The natural color of my hair is 





color re 


result. 





: black jet black dark brown 

n medium brown light brown 

§ Name 

® Street Town 

8 Co State = 
FoR MEN F BRAINS 


1GARS 


“MADE AT KEY WEST 





and the name of Burleson holds nothing for 


| 
| 


my life. Financial crashes, radicalism, wars 
c 
a 
er i 
j 
\ 
_—aeSS——— 
Drawn by Pierre Articve 
DANGER OF Missinc tHe Matt Bac sy ArrPLa? 


strikes and the high cost of living hold no 


terror for me. It is a wonderful world and a 
pleasure to be alive. What makes me so happy? 
will be 


Tomorrow is my birthday and | five 


years old. 


Too Busy 
“Do you find those new golf balls the same 
as your old ones?”’ 
“My caddy does; I 
myself.” 


never look for them 





—— 








Aneta at 
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a at 






































Send no Just nok = to eend you other of these wonderful a2 
ting. genuine iy nite G s to wear for 10 days. ify tell it tre = mn 
send it back T fniec » gems stand every Jiampor d test 


5 lid gold ~ @e.3. Solid gold six 
La newest mount ay we Prey ry 
a CUArANtee saranteed g 
« Tifnite Gem, Hitniee Gem olen et “ 
arat carat in size 





In sending, eend etrip ‘ % espe J tting around second joint of finger If 
@atisiied Gpon arrival « “)—then $3 monthly until the price, ‘ 
paid for eitherone. Ot te return the ring within gen ve and we will 
fefund any payment made hie offer ve limited. Bend it holds good 


The Tifnite Gem Co., Dept 7.5, 











Film Fun 


The magazine that puts you on speak- 

ing terms with your favorite star. 
For Sale at All Newsstands 

A COPY 2.00 A YEAR 


ym Application 


20c. 
Advertising Rates « 
LESLIE-JUDGE CO 


> Fifth Avenue. New Yerk City 




















ROMEIKE’S | PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 


1 cat @ 
New York 


c 
ie 
HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., 


From a Husband's Handbook 





traro 

vi 
qui i rhe 

Hall « ‘ e-t 

No . «i ‘ ‘ }* ‘ ) 
he eel he [™ 

he of a good temper: Can vou laugl 
se? M it pre 

The e who eS Pox et « g 
ing grounds for divorce 

W hat ‘ ‘ it home 
with all the comfe ‘ ole ' 

His Translation 

“In the Nort] 1 ‘the spectacled tourist 
6 yy » ) hoa ed Southerr 
chivalry i 

ay rep Gap lol on ) 
Rumpus Ridge, A Yo get a fight 

( i ¢ provocation ‘ 

Vo " 


COPY THIS SKETCH 


and let me see what you can do with it 
Many newspaper artists earning $30.00 
to $125.00< f more per week were trained 
by my course of personal individual 
lessons by mall. PICTURE CHARTS pake orig- 
inal drawing easy to learn. Send aketch of Uncle 
Sam with 6c in sepmee or sample Picture Chart, 
list of ope coseful ate, examples of their 

ind evidence of what OU cana accomplish. 
Please state your r age 


The Landon School *! Cartooning 


and Illustrating 
1483 Schofield Bidg., Cleveiand, Ohio 





Snoppy-quops. 





JUDGE 


intdeingean “sicieatsiag 


James Montgomery Flagg 


No. 1 





This clever pi ture, 


full colors, 11x14, 
nour on a heavy 
mat ready tor he 
irTal sé prep | r 
wenl hive cents 


Judge Art Print 
225 Fifth Avenue 
New York City 














He jus! floats there and looks about 
Until they come and fish him out. 
Of course all that is very nice 





pee rIcAL 


Phe | 
How 


Old 





e mot po 
orses not 
I pi ‘ 
I 4 
if’ ¢ 
ne 
t 
| ( 
i\ 


Dear 


In pla es where there’s lots of i S 
But take it, say, in Mexico— 
I doubt if it would be a go 


Yet handled right it might, who knows, 


lirco Be Just the Thing for Esquimaux. 
) ere 
wer of Old Dear Be that, however, as it may 
his tootsies round— It cuts no ice with me I'll say! 
how profound! | 
» far The Boatswain's Plight 
: old sea captain, a confirt ned bachelor 
pte p 1LOZA in his cabin, when the rd hurriedly 
esct entered and, shaking the captain, whispered 
» lool ite Captan I'll be blowed he boatswain ain’t 
‘ ju got married in the saloon to the lady in 
ill red!” 
imp Sull dazed, the ‘tain sprang to his feet. 
ed Back eng l ind b he boats,” he 





Dra 


, BARGAIN 
BUT 


Tue Car You Can GET at 
[Lt TELL YE, IT NEEDS A 
ORTH IT 


NEW ENGINE, THE BODY AIN'T 
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LOVE SACRIFICED TO AMBITION | 








| IM THE OBSCURITY of an island plantatior 
} | : : } in a remote corner of the globe to the highest ; 
| 4 m pinnacle of human grandeur in the world’s greatest 
: . &. } : pital under the glare of that fierce light which 
i. - | i Deats up at aK |e ephine, the inexperienced 
. | : ( reol irl, a | | ephine, the wife of the great 
i | | Napol , moving in queenly splendor in the palaces 
: | | Ver il] , & laved in all the circun neces ol 
er cl ered life that unatfected kindness of heart 
1 fortitu ( il ‘ Ve ity t! it | ve Wo | r her the | 
veand admiration of the world. 
. 9 
Was ever atale so romantic as hers? | 
low, widowed | he bloody ruffiar ler Robes- 
met and, 
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